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Bussy Rabutin. Ma belle Coitsine 1 I would fly
to your assistance. Mais voici un diable de Strabon
qui me tue, and I have no one worth conversing with
here but Catullus.

Bruyere. Patience! You must consider we are
but books, and so ca'nt help ourselves, for my part
I wonder who we belong to. We are a strange
mixture here. I have a Malebranche on one side of
me, and a Gronovius on t'other.

Locke. Certainly our owner must have very con-
fused ideas, to jumble us so strangely together. He
has associated me with Ovid and Ray the Naturalist.

Virgil.  ' Me vero primum dulees ante omnia Musse
Accipiant !3

H. More. Of all the Speculations that the Soul
of Man can entertain herself withall there is none of
greater moment than this of her immortality.

Cheyne. Every man after fourty is either a fool
or a Physician.

Euclid.    Punctum est cujus nulla est....

Boileau. Peste soit de cet homme avec son
Punctum! I wonder any man of sense will have a
Mathematician in his Study.

Swift. In short, let us get the Mathematics
banishd first, the Metaphysicks and Nat: Philosophy
may follow them.

Vade Mecum. Pshaw! I and the Bible are
enough for any one Library,he letter
